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flickered, fixing his troubled soul like nails, and
rivetting his attention, till her singing voice sounded
in his head like a distant tune crooned in the ear
of a sleepy man. And she waved slowly her long
round arms, all the while she spoke. And she said:
Far away, over the sea, lies thy own forgotten land,
and presently I will tell thee, and even show thee,
where it is. And there it was, in our former birth,
that thou and I were boy and girl. But thou
wert the son of a mighty King, and I was only
a Brahmani, a poor man's daughter, and my father
was an old ascetic, far below thee in everything
else, but caste. And I lived alone with my old
father, in the very heart of a great forest, in a little
hut of bark, over which the mdlati creeper grew so
thick, that nothing was visible of that little hut, except
its door. And then one day I was seen by thee,
standing still in that very door, with my pitcher on
my head : as thou wert passing through the wood to
hunt upon thy horse. And that moment was like
a sponge, that blotted from the mind of each every-
thing but the other's image. And I made of thee
my deity, and forgot everything in the three great
wrorlds, for thee alone. And thou, that day, didst
:lean forget thy hunting: or rather, tfre God of